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i \ THE SHARK 




By R. R. Symet 



"M^LAINCLOTHESMAN Bull Ruckus sat 
XL in the detective room at headquarters, 
vainly trying to write out a report by the 
hunt-and-peck system on a beat-up typewriter. 
It was the interruptions that kept him from 
getting on with his routine paper work. Fellow 
detectives and uniformed policemen kept pa- 
rading by to shake his hand and congratulate 
him on breaking up and capturing the dan- 
gerous Hot Potato gang. It was a notable 
achievement. After a period of years, the 
gangsters had got the reputation of being as 
hard to handle as a hot potato. 

Captain Greeley, Bull's superior, came by 
and added his handshake to the others. "I'm 
proud of you, boy!" he said, 

"Thanks," said Bull, "but it's still unfin- 
ished business. I didn't get Hot Potato Her- 
man, himself." He referred to the leader of 
the thugs, who had somehow eluded the trap. 

"Don't worry about that," responded Cap- 
tain Greeley. "When you copped his men, 
you ruined his racket. VII bet he's headed for 
parts unknown. I doubt if we have any more 
trouble with him." 

"Maybe." said Bull, as Captain Greeley 
turned and headed for his private office. Bull 
again bent over his typewriter and started 
punching with his thick index fingers. A voice 
said, "Hello, lucky 1" and he looked up. 

His eyes focused on the sneering, insolent 
grin of one Karl Feefer, a so-called Private 
Eye. "What do you maan, Feefer?" asked 
Bull, without smiling. 

Feefer, towering above Bull, didn't address 
his reply to the questioner. He raised his long 
arm in a sweeping gesture to take in all the 
others in the room as he said, "Look at him! 
The tin hero! I lined up the trap for the Hot 
Potato gang, and I'd even have got Hot Potato 
Herman himself, but this two-bit gumshoe 
steps in and bungles the caper — and then he 
takes all the glory." 

Bull stood up. Red was rising up the back 
of his neck and spreading through his ears. 
"You're a liar by the clock, Feefer!" said the 
plaindothesman. "Take that back or I'll . . -" 
"You'll what?" sneered Feefer, facing the 



shorter man. 

"This!" roared Bull as he shot his left fist 
forward. The blow uppercutted Feefer and 
sent him hurtling backward to smash against 
a railing across the room. 

The crash and clatter brought Captain Gree- 
ley swiftly to the door of his office. "Ruckus!" 
he called. "Step in here! Now!" Reluctantly, 
Bull obeyed. His chief slammed the door. "All 
right." he said. "You slugged the private eye, 
didn't you?" 

"Yes. sir," admitted Bull. 

"Why?" 

"Well, he made me mad and . . 

The captain cut in, "That's enough. The 
rest doesn't matter. Listen, Bull Ruckus, some- 
times I think you are the smartest man on the 
force! And then at other times, you make me 
believe your head is stuffed with cayenne 
pepper. Your temper is your worst enemy. 
Do you realize that?" 

"Yes, sir," said Bull. 

"Now," continued Captain Greeley, "I don't 
know what it was Feefer said to you. But I 
know why he said it. He wanted to make you 
mad. He did. The department has known for 
a long time that he's a shady, "slick character, 
but we've never been able to get enough on 
him to have .his private detective license 
revoked." 

"I'll get him sooner or later," growled Bull, 
"and I'll . . ■" 

"You'll never get him with your fists," 
'snapped the chief. "He wanted to make you 
mad. I don't know why, but he had a reason. 
Maybe- he thinks you've got some dope on 
Hot Potato Herman that you're holding back. 
Maybe he expected you to blurt it out in 
your anger. You didn't, did you?" 

"No, sir." 

Captain Greeley was silent for a moment, 
shuffling papers on his desk. When he looked 
Up, his face was grave. "I hate to do this. Bull, 
but until you can control your temper and 
for the sake of departmental morale. I've got 
to bust you a little. As of now, you're assigned 
to the fishes." 

"Yes, sir," said Bull. 

(Please turn So next pane) 
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In most cases when a policeman is "broken," 
he is sent to the "sticks." But even more 
humiliating was to be "thrown to the fishes." 
This meant assignment to duty as guard at 
the city-owned aquarium. All officers regarded 
this dull job as pure punishment— the putti.ng 
in of time m a smelly, damp edifice where no 
irrests were ever likely to be made, for, as 
the question- had been aptly put, "Who would 
ever want to steal a fish?" 

Bull Ruckus had expected humiliation for 
his quick temper and was certainly surprised 
in read in the afternoon paper: 



"Detective Hera to Guard Million Dollar 
Display- Police Force Sends Ace, Bull 
Ruckus, to Acquarium. Famous Private- 
Eye Also Hired. Show of Rare Tropical 
Fish Begins Tomorrow." 

Detective Ruckus entered the office of Stacy 
WiHingharn, aquarium press agent. He waved 
i he new-paper at the publicist and asked. "This 
your work?" 

Without answering directly, Stacy pumped 
Ball's hand and said, "What a break. Having 
here The hero of the force! Our tropical 
fi?h show will be a great success. If I'd known 
they were going to assign you to this, I 
wouldn't have bothered 10 hire that private 
eye, Karl Feefer. But I guess it's all right, 
anyway. Two detectives makes the show even 
bigger!" 

Bull gninted. "How about it? Are these 
sharks and herrings really worth a million?" 

"Well, in a manner of speaking," grinned 
Stacy. "It's like when you say, 'I feel like 
a million dollars' !" 

"Uh-huh," grunted Bull. It was five o'clock. 
Closing lime for the aquarium. He went home. 



The nexJ morning. Bull got to the aquarium 
rally, long before opening time. He had been 
asr-igned a key. so he entered without bother- 
ing to ring for the watchman. He walked into 
the main display room with its glass tank* 
ranged around the walls. He wrinkled his 
nose. A tunk sign: Man-Eating Shark, caught 
his ey*. 

"Vicious looking creature!" he exclaimed, 
and" thtu gasped. There was a man in the tank 
with the shark, ■ dead man! 

Bull h*»rd * icraping noise, like ■ shuffling 



foot. He looked up to the catwalk above, the 
tank, used by keepers to feed the fish. "Hey. 
you!" he called, 

A familiar voice yelled back, "Bull! Look 
what happened! It's Hot Potato Herman! He 
fell in the tank! The shark got him! He was 
here after some of ihe million dollar fishes. 
I spotted him and chased him. He tripped and 
Iell into the tank!" It was the voice of Karl 
Feefer, private eye. 

"Stay there. I'm coming up!" ordered Bull. 
He ran up the iron steps to the catwalk. Feefer 
was standing there, waiting. "No hard feel- 
ings. Bull," said Feefer. "Just because you 
socked me. You can have all the credit for 
catching Hot Potato. Look down there! Look 
what that ugly shark did to him!" 

Bull peered over into the tank. Feefer raised 
a blackjack behind his head, brought it down, 
fast. 



Captain Greeley shuffled the papers on his 
desk, then looked up. "You socked Feefer 

"Yes, sir." 
"Tell all." 

"Well, sir, if a man hit me and knocked me 
across a room I wouldn't feel friendly toward 
him right soon. I figured it wasn't in the books 
for Feefer to he so friendly. So when he told 
me to look into that tank. I suspected some- 
thing. I kept my eye peeled. When he raised 
his blackjack, I saw it and socked him. Then, 
while he was kayoed. I took the bloody knife 
out of his pocket, the one he had used to cut 
the throat of Hot Potato Herman before push- 
ing him into that shark's pond." 
"Go on." 

££»-«TELL. as I had suspected. Feefer was 
working with Hot Potato. They 
were practically partners. With (he gang in 
jail. Feefer saw a chance to hold all the loot 
by killing Hot Potato, making it look as 
though a shark had done the job. Thai's about 

"Smart thinking." gruffed Captain Greeley. 
"As of now, you are Lieutenant Ruckus. And 
you'll itay Lieutenant until you lose that 
temper again." 

"Yea. tir," »aid Lieutenant Bull Ruckus, 

THE END 
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